164          LAI OF GOBERTZ
Now remaineth to tell What this Gobertz befell When that he sought hostel
In his land.
Dined he well, drank he well, Envy then had somedeal With women free in bordel
For to spend.
In poor alberc goeth he Where bought pleasure may be, Careless proffereth fee
For his bliss. O Gobertz, look to thee. Such a sight shalt thou see Will make the red blood to flee
Thy heart, ywis.
Fair woman they bring him in Shamefast in her burning sin, All afire is his skin
Par amors.
Look not of her look to win, Dare not lift up her chin, Gobertz ; in that soiled fond thing
Lo, Tibors!
" O love, O love, out, alas ! That it should come to this pass, And thou be even as I was In green youth,